CHAPTER THIRTEEN
HE   MET   WIJNTJE   BY   CHANCE,   AT   DUSK,   ON   THE
Kampervest. She was walking there with her
shopping-basket. They stood still facing each other,
but except to say good-evening, they found no words.
They looked at some boys who were playing noisily
with a dog beside the trees. He saw how her eyes
glistened, how slender she looked in her clean dress.
It was she who spoke first and asked him to talk with
her, for she was on her way home. Little Houtweg
was deserted, her white apron gleamed under a
lamp which had just been lighted. c I'm not going
to ask you any questions/ she said, and after a little
while he answered that there was so much to say
that he couldn't even begin. When they came to
the sandy path, he held her arm tightly to make
her walk more slowly, and at the tree where he used
to wait they stood. * I must talk to you/ he said,
* it's worrying me.5 She came closer to him. Above
their heads, the branches, with their swelling buds,
did not move. There was no sound to be heard.
They stood, each knowing that sorrow had not
parted them, and yet oppressed at the thought of
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